"MARSE HENRY"

Piccadilly, from St. James Church to St. James
Street, carriages bearing the first arms in the
kingdom were parked night after night; and the
evening of the 21st of December, six weeks after,
there was no falling off. The success was com-
plete. As to an American, London had never seen
the like.

All this while the poor author of the sport was
slowly dying. The demands upon his animal spirits
at the Savage Club, the bodily fatigue of "getting
himself up to it," the "damnable iteration" of the
lecture itself, wore him out. George, his valet,
whom he had brought from America, had finally to
lift him about his bedroom like a child. His quar-
ters in Picadilly, as I have said, were just opposite
the Hall, but he could not go backward and for-
ward without assistance. It was painful in the ex-
treme to see the man who was undergoing tortures
behind the curtain step lightly before the audience
amid a burst of merriment, and for more than an
hour sustain the part of jester, tossing his cap and
jingling his bells, a painted death's head, for he
had to rouge his face to hide the pallor.

His buoyancy forsook him. He was occasionally
nervous and fretful. The fog, he declared, felt
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